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To  the  memory  of  the  old  time 
Amerindi,  who  so  valiantly  fought 
the  losing  fight  against  the  advance 
of  civilization,  and  exploitation  of 
their  lands,  by  the  white  races 
from  the  various  countries  of  the 
world. 
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Indian  nature,  someone  has  said,  is  but  human  nature  bound 
in  red; 

The  truth  of  it  in  these  lines  is  shown,  of  Scarlet  Prince  of 
Yellowstone. 

On  a  survey  for  a  roadway,  thru  the  Colorado  Canyon,  grand ; 
We  ran  aground,  a  curious  mound,  that  was  built  by  human 
hands 

('Twas  a  Chieftain's  goal),  nearby  a  hole,  drilled  in  the  mar- 
ble rock. 

We  searched  with  care,  and  found  in  there,  an  old  sheet-iron 
box 

That  contained  a  belt  and  a  few  small  coins; 

And  a  parchment  filled  with  war-like  rhymes, 

That  was  written  in  the  most  strenuous  times, 

The  West  has  ever  known — 

This  parchment,  scalps  off  white  men's  domes, 

Tanned  and  trimmed,  and  sinew-sewn, 

(An  art  that's  now  to  man  unknown). 

This  parchment  scroll  of  prose,  rhyme,  and  song, 

When  all  unrolled,  was  nine  feet  long; 

And  in  clear  fine  script,  the  life's  history  told, 

Of  the  form  that  slept  in  the  nearby  goal — 

A  Red-man  true,  but  his  skin  was  fair, 

Eyes  sapphire  blue,  and  fiery  hair. 

(An  Albino,  by  science  termed),  in  the  white-man's  ways 

was  versed  and  learned, 
The  descendant  of  a  royal  throne, 

In  record  clear,  his  ancestral  lines  traced  back  for  years 

to  bestial  times ; 
When  the  Britons  wrecked  the  Scottish  throne 
And  his  forbears  trecked  for  ports  unknown — 
And  till  the  age  of  ten,  he  was  known  to  men, 
As  Scarlet  Prince  of  Yellowstone. 

Before  Columbus,  the  man  was  born,  three  hundred  years  or 
more, 

This  chieftain's  records  show, 

A  derelict  was  washed  upon  the  great  Pacific  shore, 
Of  what  is  now  Old  Mexico. 
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And  brothers  twain,  of  royal  strain,  were  saved  and  sailed 
no  more. 

But  to  this  new  world,  Scotia's  flag  unfurled — 

With  no  guide,  but  the  stars  alone, 

They  faced  the  north,  and  started  forth, 

To  make  this  land  their  own. 

And  in  years,  a  few,  on  the  Great  Missou' 

They  built  their  regal  home. 

Thus  this  Scottish  clan — the  noble  Sioux — 

The  most  perfect  warriors  known, 

Are  descendants  of  those  white  men,  who 

First  ruled  the  Yellowstone. 

The  last  in  line  of  this  princely  strain,  the  one  that  bore  this 

brilliant  name 
Sleeps  in  this  royal  gorge,  alone. 
Long  turned  to  clay,  'neath  this  great  highway, 
Lies  the  Scarlet  Prince  of  Yellowstone. 

From  this  scroll  of  rhymes,  we'll  arrange  these  lines, 
Red  Prince's  Trail  to  Yellowstone. 

PREFACE 

As  an  Indian  scribe,  I'll  apologize,  tho'  I'm  with  the  whites 
so  long 

Try  as  I  might,  it  is  hard  to  write,  in  the  cursed  Yinkle 

tongue — 
(Scarlet  Prince  of  Yellowstone) 

In  the  land  of  the  Dakota,  in  the  days  of  the  buffalo, 
In  the  home  of  living  waters,  I  was  born  long  years  ago. 
My  father  was  Fiery  Eagle,  he  was  noble,  brave  and  proud; 
The  great  chieftain  of  his  people,  my  mother  was  Weeping 
Cloud. 

With  my  brother,  Silver  Beaver,  and  the  little  Foxalone, 
In  our  lodge  down  by  the  river,  of  the  golden  Yellowstone, 
'Neath  a  lofty  pine-clad  mountain,  on  the  gently  sloping  plain, 
On  the  banks  of  nature's  fountain,  lay  my  father's  vast  do- 
main— 

There  we  dwelt  in  royal  splendor,  till  the  palefaced  princes 
come, 

And  (with  loving  hearts  so  tender)  tried  to  confiscate  our 
home. 

When  to  them  we'd  not  surrender,  wiped  us  off  the  Yellow- 
stone. 
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My  father  plead  with  the  palefaced  chief,  no  treaty  would  he 
sign, 

The  white  chief's  heart  was  bad  that  day,  his  soldiers  drew 
in  line 

Then  shot  to  death,  like  beasts  of  prey,  each  one  but  me  alone, 
With  gentle  care,  I  was  borne  away,  to  the  white  war  chief- 
tain's home- 

My  parents,  and  the  Beaver,  the  wolves  gnawed  on  their 
bones — 

They  were  left  to  bleach,  on  the  rocky  beach 
Of  the  river  Yellowstone. 

For  their  deaths,  somewhere,  sometime,  somehow, 
The  paleface  would  atone! 

Perhaps  'twould  be  in  battle  but  in  my  hand  alone, 
I  remember  now,  my  silent  vow,  as  I  left  the  Yellowstone, 
I  was  taken  east  to  an  Indian  school,  (?)  to  receive  an  edu- 
cation, 

'Neath  the  stormy  rule,  on  an  "Army  Mule,"  and  dwell  in 
civilization. 

As  a  scholar  I  was  very  apt,  my  lessons  I  quickly  learned ; 
And  being  a  natural  acrobat,  an  athlete,  I  was  termed; 
But  the  title  of  "Red  Devil,"  by  the  principal  bestown, 
Filled  my  mind  with  thoughts  of  evil,  that  should  have  been 
unknown, 

And  his  fiendish  acts  to  my  schoolmates  dear, 
Filled  my  heart  with  hate,  the  void  of  fear — 
Still  I  forbore,  from  year  to  year— till  the  fatal  day  came 
'round, 

When,  in  jealous  rage,  he  cursed  and  swore, 

And  called  us  boys  all  savage  boars; 

And  our  sweethearts  dear — but  he  said  no  more — 

With  a  swift  and  cat-like  bound, 

I  bore  him  on  that  school-room  floor,  to  his  happy  hunting 
ground. 

Then  young  braves,  a  score,  barred  the  school-room  door, 
While  I  loaned  his  knife  and  gun; 
And  took  my  first  scalp,  from  that  palefaced  whelp, 
And  faced  the  setting  sun, 

To  fulfill  my  vow,  I  was  headed  now,  for  my  country,  Yellow- 
stone. 

(All  this  occured  when  the  white  man  fought  to  free  the  black- 
skin  slaves 
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Then  they  came  out  west,  to  shoot  to  death,  the  noble  red- 
skinned  braves; 

And  many  a  one,  unarmed,  alone,  went  down  to  a  shallow 
grave — 

And  the  very  best,  of  the  golden  west,  were  classed  as  rene- 
gades. 

For  many  weeks,  I  tramped  alone, 
But  I  never  reached  the  Yellowstone. 

x\t  last,  half  starved,  foot-sore,  and  blind,  after  an  all  day's 
up-hill  pull, 

I  was  borne  by  war  scouts,  of  my  kind,  to  the  lodge  of  Sitting 
Bull. 

When  I  told  them  all  of  the  deed  I'd  done 

And  of  the  long  trail  from  the  eastern  land, 

And  they  saw  the  knife,  and  the  watch  and  gun; 

And  the  dangling  scalp  of  my  teacher-man; 

They  beat  tom-tom  on  the  big  war  drums, 

And  made  me  big  Chief  of  the  Strongheart  Clan — 

And  when,  at  length,  I  regained  my  strength, 

I  was  told  of  the  Foxalone. 

She'd  wed  a  knave,  (!)  an  out-la  wed  slave, 

A  Black  Bird,  from  the  southland  flown; 

'Tis  beyond  belief,  but  he  was  the  black-faced  chief, 

Of  my  nation,  Yellowstone. 

We  prepared  that  night,  and  the  following  morn, 
We  went  into  the  fight,  on  the  Little  Big  Horn. 
I  realize  now,  'twas  no  childish  vow, 
I  made  when  I  left  the  Yellowstone. 

Of  all  the  lines,  in  my  life's  book,  the  ones  that  comfort  me, 
Record  of  the  time,  and  the  part  I  took,  in  the  great  Custer 

Massacre, 

They  tell  just  how,  the  white  mans'  blood  my  dear  one's  lives 
atoned, 

I  fulfilled  my  vow,  as  I  said  I  would,  when  they  bore  me 

from  my  tribal  home. 
For  each  dear  life  those  white  dogs  took, 
I  took  just  eight  for  one; 
Each  scalp's  a  leaflet  in  this  book, 
Scarlet  Prince  of  Yellowstone. 

(Then  he  reviles  the  Crows,  and  Arikivos, 

Who  from  battle  kept  away, 

But  extols  the  Sioux  and  all  those,  who 
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Were  in  the  fight  that  day, 

Then  he  tells  how  he,  the  Big  Chief  will  be, 

Of  his  dear  old  tribal  home — 

Of  Black  Bird's  band  he'll  rid  the  land! 

He'll  wipe  them  off  like  foam. 

And  once  again,  on  the  tribal  plain, 

The  buffalo  would  roam — 

'Twas  his  life-long  dream,  to  revive  the  scenes 

Of  the  old-time  Yellowstone. 

Carnage  and  blood,  and  white  men's  bones 

Would  line  the  trails  of  Yellowstone). 

(But  his  fiery  name,  had  spent  its  flame, 
'Twas  a  quick  descent  to  grief  and  shame)  ! 

Well!    The  battle's  done,  and  the  victory's  won; 

Now!    I'll  go  to  the  Yellowstone! 

And  rest  awhile,  in  the  gladsome  smile, 

Of  the  Princess  Foxalone ; 

Then  once  again,  with  my  redskin  friends 

To  the  warpath  I'll  return — 

Alas !    Again,  I  planned  in  vain, 

I  didn't  get  to  the  Yellowstone. 

For  the  big  'war-guns'  down  in  Washington, 

(The  white  chiefs  of  the  nation) 

Decided  to  round  up  the  crew, 

And  put  them  on  reservations. 

So,  by  the  army's  might,  since  that  noted  fight, 

I've  been  a  peaceful  man 

In  the  great  Southwest,  I'm  the  half-starved  guest, 
Of  Hizzoner,  Uncle  Sam, 

In  a  place  that's  known  as  Fort  Sam  Malone, 
On  the  dreary  lands  of  the  arid  zone, 
On  the  burning  sands  of  No  Man's  Land, 
On  the  upper  stretch  of  the  Rio  Grande, 
I've  been  compelled  to  make  my  home. 
'Mongst  lizards,  snakes  and  centipedes, 
Tarantulers,  Indians,  (?)  all  ki  ds  of  breeds. 
No  squaws  are  here,  just  bucks  alone — 
I'm  twenty  years  in  San  Malone, 
But  soon,  at  last,  my  exile's  past 
I'll  tread  the  grass,  for  Yellowstone. 
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My  princely  name,  once  known  to  fame, 
Dishonored,  and  unknown ! 
My  royal  strain,  held  in  disdain, 
"Red  Dog,"  of  San  Malone ! 

Oh!    But  to  be  just  once  again,  in  battle's  stern  array; 
And  to  fight  again,  beside  my  friends,  the  battle  fought  that 
day, 

For  every  scalp  I  took  that  time,  I'd  take  full  three  for  one ; 
Then  on  the  battle  field  they'd  find  Red  Prince  of  Yellowstone. 

But  no !    I'm  old,  and  past  all  harm,  to  all  my  palefaced  kin, 
I've  lost  the  strength  of  my  good  arm,  and  my  sight  is  grow- 
ing dim. 

My  hair  is  white,  my  skin  is  parched,  my  hearing  is  nearly 
gone, 

My  lease  on  life  is  getting  short,  I'll  not  remain  here  long. 
In  six  months  more,  perhaps  before,  my  lungs  will  both  be 
gone, 

But  never  fear,  I'll  not  die  here,  but  I'll  live  for  years,  on 

the  Yellowstone ; 
For  Waukpominee  Chief  just  said  to  me, 
Old  hound,  your  pardon's  come; 
When  at  last  I'm  free,  on  the  trail  I'll  be 
For  the  grand  old  Yellowstone. 

Yes,  I'm  going  back  to  my  childhood's  home, 

And  view  old  scenes  of  the  Yellowstone; 

And  linger  round,  familiar  ground, 

Till  the  knoll  I've  found,  of  the  Foxalone, 

When  my  soul's  released,  and  by  the  Spirit  Chief, 

Placed  on  its  princely  throne, 

They'll  find  the  hound,  beside  the  mound, 

Of  his  sister,  Foxalone. 

Where  that  grand  old  brave,  her  black-faced  slave, 

Still  guards  our  childhood's  home, 

On  the  golden  sands,  of  the  old  homeland, 

On  the  dear  old  Yellowstone. 

The  old  guard  just  said,  come  alive  "Old  Red," 

You're  to  hit  the  trail  at  noon, 

Why  not  stay  home?    old  pal,  he  said, 

If  you  leave  San  Malone,  you're  as  good  as  dead, 

You'll  never  get  out  of  Arizone ; — 

This  home  (?),  be  damned,  and  the  whole  Southland! 
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In  the  great  Northland's  my  home.       *      *  * 
Well,  I've  had  my  last  slam,  on  your  Uncle  Sam, 
'Tis  now  twelve  thirty-one, 

And  the  gates  swing  forth,  and  I'm  starting  north, 
(But  he  never  reached  the  Yellowstone). 

(For  he  little  dreamed,  he'd  meet  with  death, 
On  the  most  dread  stream,  of  all  the  west, 
In  the  deepest  rend,  of  the  earth,  that's  known, 
That  his  trail  would  end,  to  Yellowstone). 
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I,  Tombstone  Al,  and  my  lifelong  pal, 

On  the  Colorado  canyon  stream, 

Was  awakened  by  an  unearthly  cry, 

'Twas  a  monster  Eagle's  scream. 

We  looked  around,  on  the  rocky  ground, 

Lay  a  form  in  Indian  garb. 

And  Buzzards  high,  in  the  morning  sky, 

To  their  new  found  prey  were  drawing  nigh; 

But  old  "Red  Eagle"  was  on  guard. 

A  cloud  hung  o'er  the  highest  ledge, 

Like  a  coming  thunder  storm! 

A  gray  beaver  lay  on  the  river's  edge, 

And  of  us,  showed  no  alarm. 

A  tiny  fox,  'mongst  those  monster  rocks, 

Of  this  canyon,  deep  and  grand, 

Eyes  deep  in  gray,  which  seemed  to  say, 

"Your  hearts  we  understand." 

A  last  gasping  breath,  and  the  arms  of  Death, 

Reached  out  and  claimed  it's  own! 

A  deafening  crash,  and  a  fiery  flash, 

Sped  up  that  mile  of  stone — 

'Tis  our  firm  belief,  'twas  the  unfettered  chief, 

Back-tracked  for  San  Malone. 

We  searched  the  "hound"  three  different  times, 

His  Wampun  found,  with  a  few  musty  dimes, 

And  securely  wound,  this  scroll  of  rhymes, 

"Scarlet  Prince"  of  Yellowstonp 
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So  we  took  our  time,  and  perused  the  lines 

Of  Scarlet  Prince  of  Yellowstone. 

Then  we  dug  a  grave,  for  this  noble  brave, 

And  placed  him  in  his  tomb: 

Then  the  miner's  prayer  was  offered  there, 

Then  we  covered  him  o'er  with  loam. 

We  looked  around ;  no  sign ;  no  sound ; 

The  sentinels  had  flown — 

We  built  a  mound,  wide,  long  and  round, 

And  piled  it  high  with  stone. 

From  a  nearby  pine  we  peeled  the  rind; 

With  black  red,  and  yellow  chrome, 

In  bold  Indian  signs  on  this  old  Pinon  pine, 

We  scrawled  this  epitome; 

Sacred  to  the  memory  of  Scarlet  Prince  of  Yellowstone, 

Here  lies  a  man,  true  American, 

("Red  Dog"  of  San  Malone) 

The  hound  sleeps  here,  in  this  canyon  drear, 

Red  Prince  dwells  on  the  Yellowstone. 

Well,  it's  coming  night,  we'll  eat  a  bite 
AnJ  into  bed  we'll  roll, 
And  sleep  and  dream,  again  the  scene, 
Then  resume  our  search  for  gold. 


ADDENDA 

War  records  of  those  times  relate, 
(Though  the  cause  remains  unknown) 
Of  the  mysterious  fate,  that  obliterated 
The  post  of  San  Malone, 

Not  a  thing  was  found,  just  the  naked  ground, 
Of  shifting  sand  and  stone- 
('Twas  his  vengeance  dire,  with  wind  and  fire, 
'Round  the  earth  the  fort  was  strewn! 
Revenge  was  sweet,  to  the  Scottish  Chief, 
Scarlet  Prince  of  Yellowstone). 

— H.  Fred  Birks 
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LITTLE  FOXALONE 
or 

ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  GOLDEN  YELLOWSTONE 
By  H.  Fred  Birks,  Lovejoy,  Montana 

Way  back  in  sixty-two, 

In  a  uniform  of  blue, 
I  came  to  the  land  of  gold, 

Uncle  Sammie's  Warrior  bold- 
And  in  an  Indian  raid, 

I  captured  an  Indian  maid, 
The  chieftain's  only  daughter, 

The  Little  Foxalone. 
She  gladly  left  her  tribe, 

By  my  side  to  dwell, 
To  be  the  captive  bride, 

Of  the  brave  she  loved  so  well. 
By  our  heart  strings  we  were  bound, 

Till  the  happy  hunting  grounds,  , 
On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone. 

Chorus 

On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone. 

Where  the  rushing  angry  waters  foam, 
Neath  the  towering  poplar  trees 

In  the  balmy  chinook  breeze, 
'Twas  there  we  pledged  our  vows  alone, 

And  settled  down  for  life, 
I  and  my  dusky  wife, 

My  sweetheart,  my  little  Foxalone, 
In  our  little  home  so  grand, 

In  Dame  Nature's  fairyland, 
On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone. 

Here  I've  dwelt,  a  lordly  Earl, 

With  my  loving,  priceless  pearl, 
And  for  years  we  lived  a  life 

Free  from  worry,  care  or  strife, 
Till  grim  death,  who  knows  no  wrong, 

Unrelenting,  came  along, 
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And  took  from  me  my  sweetheart,  little  Foxalone, 

Yet,  still  right  here  I'll  stay, 
And  guard  my  sleeping  queen, 

Thru  all  my  lifelong  days 
I'll  keep  her  memory  green. 

And  when  my  soul's  set  free 
Side  by  side  we'll  always  be, 

On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone. 

Chorus 

On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone, 

Lies  the  form  of  the  only  love  I  own, 
And  the  wild  Montana  rose 

Trailing  o'er  her  headstone  grows. 
With  grief,  I'll  live  my  days  alone 

And  when  the  great  chief  speaks, 
I'll  take  my  long,  last  sleep, 

Alongside  my  little  Foxalone. 
And  forever,  hand  in  hand, 

We  will  roam  in  spirit  land, 
On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone. 

Chorus 

On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone 

One  day  we  found  him,  all  alone. 
Soon  his  spirit  passed  away,  broke  its  bonds  of  mortal 
clay, 

And  sped  into  the  great  Unknown. 
At  the  finish  of  life's  race,  a  glad  smile  lit  his  face. 

As  he  met  her,  his  little  Foxalone. 
In  his  faded  suit  of  blue,  he's  beside  his  loved  one  true, 

On  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellowstone. 
Now,  the  old  red,  white  and  blue 

Proudly  waves  its  folds  to  view, 
O'er  their  jrrave,  on  the  banks  of  the  golden  Yellow- 
stone, i 
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